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The rrtofl lamentable Tragedie 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

S at, Afcend fairc Queene, Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofewifdomc hath her Fortune conquered. 

There (hall we conlummate our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omnet. 

Titus. I am not bid to waitcvpOn thisBride, 

7V/«rwhen wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Difhonoured thus and challenged of wro ngs? 

Enter M arcus and Ttiut formes. 

Marcus, O Titus fee ! O fee whatthou halt done! 

In a bad quarrell (Line a vertuous fonne. 

Titus, No foolifti Tribune, no : No fonneofminc, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That liarh dishonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vn worthy fonnes. 

Lucius. Butletvsgiuehim buriall asbecomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheien. 

Titus . Tray tors away, he refts not in this tombe } 

This monument fiue hundreth y cares hath flood, 

Which I hauefumptuoufly reedified : 

Hecrenone but Souldiers and Romes Seruitors, 
Repofeinfame sNone bafelyflainc inbraules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not heere. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew (-Mutius deeds do plead for him. 

He muft be buried with his bretheren, 

Titus wo founts fpcaket. 

And lhall,orhim we will accompany. 

Titus, And lhall! What villaine was it fpakethatwora!' 
Titus fount fpeakes* 

He that would vouch it in any place but heere, 

Titm . 


of Tim An dr oniens, 

Titus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat ofthec. 

To pardon Mutius , and to bury him. 

Titus. (.Marcus , Euen thou haft ftrokevpon my creft. 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded. 

My foes I doc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

3. Sonne. Hcis not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne, Not I till Mutius bones be bui ied. 

The brother and the founts precis. 
LMarcut.Btoiher,for in thatname doth nature plead 
1,Sonne, Father, and in thatname doth nature fpeake. 
Titus. Speakethounomoreifall the reft will fpeede.. 
t-Mar, Renowned Titus more then halfi my foule. 

Luttus. Deare Father, foule and fubflance c f vs all* 
(-Marc. Suffer thy brother (JAlarcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in verities neftj 
That died in honour and Laumi.s caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew himfelfe rand wife Laertes fonne* 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funeralss 
Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus, life, 

The difimalft day is this that ere I faw, 

Tobe d 1 (honored by my fonnes in Rome? 

Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They put him m thtTcmbe , 

Lucius, There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with Trophees doadornethy tombe. 

They all \neele and fay , 

No man (bed f cares for nob ! c Mutius, 

He lines in fame that didc in vertues caufe. 

Exit 
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